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She, “ AFTER THIS, WHAT DO YOU SAY TO A JAUNT ON ONE OF THE NEW TuBES?” 








THE BAR ON STRIKE. 


The Protagonists.—The “ L.A.R.F.”— 
the “Le Artistes Representative 
F ederation,” an alliance of barristers, 
expert witnesses and court hands. 

The “ J.J.P.A.”—the “Judicial Jokers 
Protection Association,” an alliance of 
judges and magistrates. 


Diary oF THE Wan. 

Feb. 8.—The “L.A.R.F.” decide to 
demand :—{1) equal joking rights with 
the Bench ; (2) equal prominence in law 
reports to their own jokes and those 
of the Bench; (3) a “ barring clause” 
of a maximum 5s. or two days for 
“contempt of Court.” 

Feb. 9.—They present their “ Charter” 
to Judge Smyty and demand point- 
blank acceptance of it. Judge Baas 
refuses to be bar-beaten. 

Feb. 10.—Meeting of the “J.J.P.A.,” 
presided over by the Lord Chief Joker, 
The Bench resolves to “stand. pat” 
and fight wig to wig against the 


“LAB. 
Feb. 11.—General Strike declared. 


Judge Smyty’s Court picketed by Mr. 





Rutaiess Isaacs, K.C., and Mr. Dooxs, 
K.C., who distribute handbills calling 
on the public to freeze out Judge Smyty’s 
jokes. 

Feb. 12.—The Bench ergige a pro- 
fessional pugilist to get Mr. Dooxs in 
chancery. 

Feb. 13.—A “blackleg” barrister is 
snow balléd i in the Strand and blackballed 
in Pail Mall. 

Feb. 14.—Mr. Pitownen sits on the 
Bench with Judge Samy y to render jocular 
assistance if required. 

Feb. 15.—The “L.A.R.F.” 
manifesto stating that the 


issue a 
“star” Bar 


artistes are fighting for the rights of | hay 


their weaker brothers, and asking the 
public to stay away from the Courts 
until the “Charter” is signed by the 
“JJ.P.A,” 

Feb. 16.—The Daily Bail prints, a 
pageful of letters from representative 
readers, among them the following :— 

Sir A. Kekewich (Chancery Bench).— 
“Am supporting the ‘J.J.P.A.’ on 

rinciple, but do not remember ever to 
us heard a joke in, my Court.” 

“ An Usher.” —‘“ The way we are sup- 
pressed is something cruel. The other 





day I no more than said: ‘Silence for 
the Master of the Roley-Polies!’ when 
I was dropped down on like a ton of 
hot Collins.” 

Feb. 17.—The “ L.A.R.F.” engage the 
Court Theatre and put on a screamingly | 
funny breach of promise case with an 
absolutely “star” cast. 

Feb. 19.—The Bench retaliate by | 
engaging Mr. G, B. Saaw as expert 
witness at the New Bailey. | 

Feb. 20.—Packed Court to hear a 
murder case with expert evidence by | 
Mr. Ssaw. Roars of laughter from 
start to finish. Evening papers make 


Feb. 21.—Influx of young barristers 
from the Highlands, the West of Ireland 
and the Wilds of Wales to fill the vacant 
— left by the strikers. 

22.-—A prominent K.C. secedes 
iy ie“ LA.R.F.” He is ducked in 

Feb. 29.—President Roossvitir pro- 
poses a Peace Conference. ‘The Kaiser 
at once telegraphs that he will act as 
arbitrator. 

Feb. 30.—Arbitration a to. Extra |. 
large size of relief from all concerned. 
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EASY. 
A Lecenp or Bovurnemours. 


‘Tuere once was a moke that drew a chair, 
And the name of the moke was Easy : 
His coat was matted with thick grey hair 
Wherever it hadn’t been rubbed quite bare, 
And his wind was a trifle wheezy. 
This moke did duty in Bournemouth town, 
Where the hills go up and the slopes go down ; 
And he drew a chair, as I said before, 
On the cliff that edges the Bournemouth shore. 


There never was anything patienter 

In life or in song or story 
Than this same Easy, who wouldn’t stir 
Unless his proprietor laced his fur, 

His fur which was thick and hoary. 
It was “ Get up, carn’t yer,” and “ Stir your stumps,” 
And “ Now we’re off,” and “ What-ho, she bumps!” 
And “ Excuse me, mum, if I made too free, 


But the donkey ‘Il be the death o’ me.” 


He might have been eight or nine or ten, 
He might have been twelve or twenty ; 
For none of us knew precisely when 
He first swam into the ken of men, 
But we judged that his years were plenty. 
His eyes were luminous, large and meek, 
And his nose was soft as a young girl's cheek ; 
And his ears he waggled them to and fro, 
And his pace was a mile an hour or so. 


He refused to follow the ways of ants, 

Who never put in a rest-day ; 
And his owner was garbed in a pair of pants 
(He was one of the oldest inhabitants) 

That had managed to see their best day : 
In frayed old pants, and a gaberdine, 
The raggedest robe that was ever seen, 
And a purple face, and a thing that sat 
Askew on his head and was called a hat, 


He liked his fares to be thin and light, 
This moke as he went a-chairing ; 
And then, when the Bournemouth sun shone bright 
On the sands, the sea and the Isle of Wight, 
He started out for an airing: 
He started out, but he soon stopped dead, 
And I can’t repeat what his owner said ; 
And the fare observed, “It’s a shame to baste 
A beast, but you see he won’t make haste.” 


So matters went on till one fine day, 

When there wasn’t a cloud in heaven, 
With his harness polished and bright and gay, 
The moke came round in the usual way 

At a little before eleven. 
And he stood at the door and waited there, 
With his chair prepared for a lady fare ; 
And his head was drooped and his forelegs bent, 
Like Patience upon a monument. 


And a voice said, “ This is the donkey? Law! 
Do you think he can really do it?” 

And Kasy he turned his head and saw 

A sight that struck on his heart with awe— 
No moke could have cottoned to it— 

For the figure that stood at the Pension door 

Was a lady of twenty stone or more; 

And what with her rugs and wraps and that 

She certainly seemed to be far too fat. 


The lady advanced to occupy 
wat — : He. was all but in it— 

en, lo, with a tympanum-piercin, . 

The moke from the door-step pm tof 
In less than a quarter minute. 

The mind of the beast was soon made up, 
For the look of the lady had filled his cup; 
And before you could say Jack Robinson 
The donkey and chair and all were gone. 


And away and away and away he flew, 
While his owner after him shuffled ; 

And up the hill like a flash he drew 

His chair with a pace completely new, 
For his feelings were sadly ruffled. 

And faster and faster along the flat 

He sped to escape the lady fat, 

Till he came to the edge of the cliff, and then 

Went over, and never was seen again. 

. e e * 

And still, when the nights are wild and chill, 
And the furious winds are shrieking, 

The ghost of a donkey scales the hill 

At a break-neck pace with a cry that’s shrill, 
And his chair comes after him creaking. 

And men say this is the very one 

Who fled from a lady of twenty stone ; 

Who had never in all his life gone fast, 


Till he sighted her bulk and went at last! R.C.L. 





“WILLIAM BAKER”: THE- NEW PARLOUR GAME. 


“Wim Baker” is simple and inexpensive, yet full of 
genuine healthy excitement. It can be played with money, 
nuts or war medals. Those who object on principle to 
large stakes may even use confetti. 

To start the game, the following advertisement is put in a 
paper :—“‘ Will the relatives of the late Wm11am Baker, who 
died between the years 1890 and 1906, kindly communicate 
with —— ? [here supply full name and address of the 
promoter of the game] and they may hear of something to 
their advantage.” 

For obvious reasons it is advisable to advertise early. 

With the aid of the following rules any intelligent person 
(and “William Baker” appeals peculiarly to persons of 
intelligence) may grasp the principles of the game. 

The players having assembled (this is an essential point) 
all the letters (unopened) are dealt round, with the exception 
of twenty-one which form a pool. 

The first player (usually a lady) then opens her top enve- 
lope and calls out in a clear voice the degree of relationship 
which the writer claims to the late W. B. Having done that, 
she neatly tears her letter across, and all the other players 
pay her her score. She is followed by the gentleman on her 
right, who plays his top envelope exactly in the same manner. 

Note.—Widows and Birth Certificates entitle a player to 
draw one letter from the pool. 








The scoring is as follows :— Points. 
WERIEND ccqctstqupocesngasdibebenbinancbdnaneds «count 25 
Brothers and Sisters....... Edodjacteodeibsovaks ns 7 
Sons and Daughters .........secsssesssscsseees » « 
Be GE cennspeegerptgiegteegteccsinatigl a 4 

Do. once or more removed.........s00+++ = 3 
2nd, 3rd and 4th Cousins, whether re- 
moved or still there ............esseceeee Pete 
Cousins of 5th or greater power ..........4. » - 
Those who claim to have lent the late 
W. B. money......... sdsstabnohbendinnbabs » -— 5 
PRE wean atten 2 ee 
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TEMPTATION OF ARTHUR. 
“IF I WAS ONLY SURE NO ONE WAS LOOKING—I’D THROW THE WRETCHED THING OVER!” 
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CHARIVARIA. 


Tue Home Secretary and the police 
authorities have been attacked’ “for 
allowing an innocent man to remain 
in prison. But justice demands that 
it should be remembered that a large 
number of guilty persons are allowed 
to remain out of prison. 


A gentleman who has been reading 
about the preliminaries of the Thaw 
trial asks whether a Talesman is the 
same thing as a Storyteller: or simply 
means a Monkey. 


Tt is feared that the title of Mr. Cyrm 
Mavpe’s new theatre, The Playhouse, 
may cause it to be confused, in the 
minds of country cousins, with the 
House of Commons. 











A correspondent inquires whether 
the Urania Society is the ‘Musie’ Hall 
Stars’ Union. — 


Mr. Tree desires it to be known that 
there is no truth in the statement that 
has been made public im a Lordon 
paper that he contemplated a i 
at a Music Hall. The senerticll tit be 
intended to take the part of Harry 


Lauper during the strike was thought 
improbable by many persons. 


A pro put forward at the Labour 
Party’s Conference in favour of orgéhis- 
ing a party with ‘the ultimate’ object 
of overthrowing the present’ competitive 
system and establishing public owner- 
ship was defeated, as Mi Kem Harvie 
said it would be an error te impose 
Socialism onan unprepared people. It 
is good to think that’ our masters, 
though strong, are also humane. 


The theft of metal from Chatham 
Dockyard is now confirmed. It seems 
too bad that when the members of the 
Cabinet lie awake all day thinking 
how they may save a few pounds for 
the nation, even at the risk of weaken- 
ing the Navy and the Army, they should 
be baulked in this way. 


A Metropolitan Magistrate has declared 
that a monkey has as much right to use 
the pavement as 4 man. ‘This decision 
will anyhow obviate the many vexed 
questions of classification which would 
pore arisen had the contrary view been 














Humility has never been the leading 
national feature of the Welsh. Yet The 
South Wales Echo, after stating that the 
ice at Newport was “about two miles in 
thickness,” made ho boastful comment, 
but modestly added that it was “ per- 
fectly safe.” 
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A FAITH CURE. 


Fond Mother. “ Anz YOU FEELING BETTER Now, Dariinc?” 
Small Boy. “ Yes, FANK you, Mummy. Nurrmy’ LIKE A BUN FOR A HEADACHE. A BIG BUN, 


LitTLB ONES ARE NO Goop.” 








The Roman Catholics of Brazil have 
resented the Pore with a volume bound 
solid gold and studded with diamonds 
and emeralds, and The Times cheap 
book movement is considered to have 
received a serious set-back. 





The fact that some Roman pavement 
has been discovered at Colchester re- 
minds us that much of the pavement 
in certain districts of Lendon is dis- 


gracefully old. 


The Reader, the other day, contained 
an inquiry from a correspondent as to 
how to become a Flat Porter. The 
answer will surely be supplied by a 
motor-car ? 





Occasionally one is left thinking. 
This is the position in which we found 
ourselves after reading the opening 
sentence of tho article on Bridge in a 
recent issue of The Westminster Gazette. 
It said:—‘My correspondent Mr.. E. 
CourpLaND .... writes to me saying that 
Iam wrong in thinking that a rubber 
is not played in nearly such a short 
time as one would suppose.” Help! 





“ Young Man C2), with five years’ experience 
in leading Publishers, desires to better his 
position.” —Publishers’ Circular, 

Bur what better position could there 
be than that of leading our publishers? 
It is what even Mr. Hooper cannot do. 
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A TRAP FOR COUNTRY MICE. 
Mr. Puxcn’s Unrrustwortay Guipe To 
Lonpoy. 

Cnarrer XXL 
The Great Termini. 


“Termini,” you must understand, is 
the plural of “terminus.” No gentle- 
| man says “terminuses,” just as no lady 
says “omnibi.” These are the fine shades 
of London culture, which you will have 
to acquire if you are to mix with the 
| haut ton as one of themselves. 

Terminus means the end. King’s 
| Cross, for example, is the end of the 
| Great Northern. However long you sit 
in the train after 
arriving at that 
| station, you will not 
be carried any 
further. It is well 
| therefore to get out 
and take a cab or 
bus. 
| You have to guess 
jthe name of the 
| terminus you are at, 
because it is never 
posted up, as it is 
in the case of way- 
side stations. On 
| receipt of twopence 
any porter will, 
|}however, inform 
; you where you are. 
| Under this sum no 
porter will do any- 
ithing. It is not 
| that he is not paid 
iby the Railway 
|Company which 
jemploys him, but 
\ that he wishes to 
| prove his freedom 
las an Englishman. 
Show him two- 
| pence, however, and 
| he is your slave. 
, Why it is neces- An AUCTION OF 
| sary for Railway Companies’ servants to 
| be paid twice over, no one has ever 
| discovered; but so it is. Ordinary 
| persons, such as clerks, editors, shop 
assistants, ministers, doctors, are paid 
| only once ; but porters are paid twice. 
| There was once a man who took his 
courage in both hands and asked the 
porter who had put his: boxes in the 
luggage van to give him a good reason 
why this heavy premium should be 
put upon daily duty. The porter said 
nothing, and the courageous passenger 
settled back in his seat, convinced 
that he had performed a public ser- 
vice; but when he reached his destina- 
tion he found that his boxes had 
been left behind on the platform. The 
moral is: Do as others do, or you will 
be done. 














OUR UNTRUSTWORTHY ARTIST IN 
ARTICLES LEFT BY Passencers in Rartway Carriace Hat-racks. 


Except for this mania for receiving 
twopence, porters are quite nice fellows, 
who always say “ By your leave” before 
grinding your toes to powder or nicking 
little pieces out of your knee-cap. 

The termini of London are very differ- 
ent in character. Charing Cross, for 
example, is restless; St. Pancras is 
sedate. London Bridge is fussy; at 
Euston every train suggests that it 
carries a corpse. Paddington is rich 


and complacent; Liverpool Street is 
bourgeois and anxious. Victoria—but 
of Victoria it is not too proper to speak, 
for it is from this terminus that trains 
go to Brighton. In short, Victcria is 
the station for thick veils. 











-Caarrer XXII 
How to Travel Free. 


There are only three ways of travelling 
for nothing. One is to get under the 
seat; but that is dirty. Another is to 
leave the train just before it reaches the 
ticket-collecting station and walk the 
rest of the way ; but that is dangerous. 
The third way is to say “Season.” 
This last is the most popular. 


Caarrer XXIV. 
Some Sound Advice. 

Let us conclude with a few rail 
maxims. 

1. Wait till the train ‘stops. (This 
important counsel, 
by the way, is 
often altered, by 
the elision of the 
first letter of 
“train,” to “ Wait 
till the rain stops” 
—an adaptation 
which keeps car- 
riages in a foar. 
No real humorist 
ever travels without 
a pocket-knife). 

2. If you are 
asked by a company 
of strangers to join 
them in a game of 
cards—decline. 

3. Avoid foot- 
warmers, unless 
your soles are made 


stronger than 
leather. 

4. Don’t pull the 
commun ication- 
cord without good 
reason, or you'll 
have to pay a fiver. 

5. Don’t be sur- 





Carrer XXII. 
Railway Flotsam and Jetsam. 


There are few persons who can lay their 
hands on their hearts and honestly say 
that they have never left anything in a 
railway carriage. Statistics show that 
at one time or another everything has 
been left in a railway carriage, from a 
big drum to marriage lines, from a baby 
to the Encyclopedia Britannica. ‘The 
odd thing is that so few of these waifs 
and strays are claimed that every year a 
sale is held for their dispersal, at which 
the most astonishing bargains can be 
obtained : babies for a shilling each, for 
example; umbrellas fivea penny ; books 
cheaper than The Times can do them; 





pianos at the price of firewood: and so 
forth. 


LONDON. 





prised, when you 
do pull it, if the 
train doesn’t stop. 
6. Give a wide berth to gentlemen 
with thimbles, peas, and cards in sets 
of three. 
7. If a carriage contains only a young 


man and a young woman obviously |# 


engaged, choose another. Play the game. 
And, above all—— 
8. Keep plenty of twopences ready. 
You will have a bad time if you don’t. 
(To be continued.) 





“Mr. Abert Miptane, author of ‘There's a 
friend for little children,” has just celebrated 
his 82nd birthday at Newport, 1.W., by writing 
a birthday poem, of which the following is one 
of the verses :— A 

“ LINSEED COMPOUND cures Coughs 
and Colds. Gives immediate relief. 94d. and 
13$d.”—Bristol Daily Mereury. 

WE like the motif, but the metre is 
new to us. 


of something |- 
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TANNING~ 


Reporter. “To WiaT DO YOU ATTRIBUTE YOUR GREAT AGE?” 
Oldest Inhabitant. “1 Bam't sure YET, Sir. 
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THERE BE SEVERAL 0’ THEM PATENT MED’CINE COMPANIES AS IS BARGAININ’ WITH ME.” 
~~ 








A HINT TO CUDGERS. 
(An Echo of “ Punch, brothers, punch,” by Mark Twain.) 


- The Daily Express of Jan. 29 has unearthed a new 
slang vocabulary—that of the motor-bus men. A few such 
flowers of speech are as follows :-— 

Rabbit: an inside passenger. 

Monkey : an outside passenger. 

Gumboil: a passenger who takes up the room of two. 

Pill: a passenger who goes the whole distance from the 
starting place. 

Cudger : a passenger who stops the vehicle when alighting. 

Tipper : an omnibus inspector. 

Spot: a private detective employed by the Company. 

Tintack: a vehicle that keeps in front and takes all avail- 

able passengers. 

Up the staircase: a vehicle that lags behind another. 

Hutch : the inside of the motor omnibus. 

To such disrespectful appellations we can only reply with 
a familiar transatlantic jingle, though, personally, we are 
not in the habit of cudging, and have hitherto disapproved 
of the practice. Even rabbits, however, will turn, and may 
some day, perchance, elaborate a slang of their own by way 
of self-defence. Meanwhile, accompanied by the buzz of 
the bus :— 
Cudge, rabbits, cudge, cudge with care, 
Cudge if you d hear the conductor swear ! 
Cudge if you ’re a monkey down the stair, 
Cudge if you ’re a gumboil with a single fare! 





Cudge if you ’re a pill, 
Cudge if feeling ill, 
Cudge if there ’ 8 a tipper come aboard your hutch, 
Cudge if you ’ve a game leg, cudge if you ’ve a crutch ; 
Cudge if there ’s a tintack tacking on in front, 
Cudge if up the staircase ‘ ‘ Arrows” join the hunt! 
Cudge if you ’re a spot, 
Cudge if you are not; 
Cudgé, in fact, like anything, for sure you owe a 
grudge 
To the slangy motor-bus men who have coined the verb 
“to cudge’ 
Cudge, therefore, cudge, and the skidders will despair, 
And invent politer nick- -names, if you cudge with care! 





Our Financial Column. 


“Eustace” wants to know how to live on nothing a day 
for three months. Really, Eustace, you must not ask us 
such riddles again,—but seriously speaking, why not try 
assaulting a constable in the execution of his duty ? 

“‘ Hoxton.” —(1). One way of getting warm in cold weather 
is wearing a fur coat. 

Messrs. Skinner, the well-known furriers of Cheapside Hill 
(this is strictly between ourselves of course), are making some 
simply lovely evening wraps which should suit you down 

to the and. Of course a fire would come cheaper. 

(2). 4 Hioxs is Seymour Brerr’s brother; no, you 
cannot tell them apart unless you see them together. 
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THE LIMIT; 
Or, OverHEARD In THE Boox-snop. 
(With acknowledgments to the enterprise of “ The Times.”) 

A number of recent and exceedingly bully American books, 
of which The Dimes has bought the sole rights for England, 
are now on view at the Dimes Museum, and visitors: to this 
exhilarating place of entertainment will have the opportunity 
of comparing the prices named by The Dimes with those 
ordinarily charged for similar books by members of the 
Publishers’ Trust. 





Notable among these books is the superb local directory of 
Jacksonville, Mo. English readers may not be aware that 
there are no fewer than thirty Jacksonvilles in the United 
States, but the Jacksonville in question is pre-eminent by 
reason of the fact that it is the birthplace of our Mr. Jackson, 
to say nothing of the fact that its staple manufactures include 
candy, pumps and windmills, cigar-boxes, patent swings, and 
flavouring extracts. "The population of Jacksonville is large 
and steadily growing. It hes several churches, numerous 
banks, and a magnificent sewage farm, a full account of which 
will be found in the Directory, copies of which, bound in red 
American cloth, may be had at the Dimes Museum for the 
sacrificial price of 2s. 6d. each. 





Another of these American books—and a very interesting 
one—is the A.B.C. Guide of the Memphis and Charleston 
and Nashville and Chattanooga Railways, the intersection of 
which is one of the most romantic features of Jackson County 
in North-east Alabama, As English readers are doubtless 
aware, there are in the United States no fewer than 20 
counties and little short of 200 townships, called Jackson. 
The Time-Tables, which are handsomely bound in paper 
covers, will form a very attractive feature in any gentleman’s 
drawing-room. Had a member of the Publishers’ Trust 
secured the English rights they would certainly not have 
been listed at less than 10s. The Dimes prices them at 6d. 
More than that, any of these Time-Tables may be had on 
appro. 7 


A charming companion volume to Joaquin Mitter’s With 
Walker in Nicaragua, is Hooper of Nebraska, by Jorn Emery 
Crorrer. Hooper, strange as it may appear, is not the name 
of a man, but, as a reference to Lippincott’s Gazettcer will 
conclusively prove, of a romantic village in Dodge County, 
Nebraska. It has four churches, two banks, and a butter 
and cheese factory,and must not be confounded with Hooper, 
a post village in Weber County in Utah, which is noted for 
its manufacture of soap, lumber, marmalade, and nféss. Mr. 
Crorrer writes with infinite gusto, and his chapters are 
enriched with a number of spirited sketches, reproduced by 
hektograph, of the leading citizens of the neighbourhood. 
The original price of his book was 50 cents: it is now offered 
at the ridiculously low figure of 17s. 10d. No retired Admiral 
can be really happy without this top-hole work. 


Among these books, again, are some novels of transcendent 
interest—Chronicles of Mount Chestnut, by Oris Pixe; Con- 
Sessions of a Penitent Pork Packer, by Herazman Sranteyst1E 
Banos ; In a Phippsburg Sawmill, by Amos SxrumsHanks, and 
The Keelhauling of Bodega Bostock, by Terence MacpHerson 
O’Damroscu—all of them published in America (as they would 
naturally be in England also) at 6s. The inclusive price 
named for them by The Dimes—which makes no extra charge 
for the often deeply interesting marginal notes penned by 
former readers of these masterpieces—is ls. 113d. 





To obtain an absolutely first-class book of recent scientific 
research for 3s, 3}d. is a surprising experience for earnest but 





impecunious students. This, however, is all that is charged 
for clean copies of How I Squared the Circle, by JasPEr 

‘bY Bocas, the eminent scientist of pale Bowen 
Texas. The environs of Jonesborough, it may be added, are 
of great beauty owing to the pocnape yb of the 
ground and the structural attractions of the county lunatic 
asylum, of which Professor Bocas is one of the chief ornaments. 


1s. 2d. will purchase a niow.cogy of the Catalogue of Dry 
Goods sold at the only store in Waltersburg, an attractive 
eo in Pope unit IL, which contains one or two 

ing-houses, and a mill for the manufacture of stocki- 
nette. It is up to every member of The Dimes Book Club to 
read this literary peach. 








ANNALS OF PHYSICAL RESEARCH ON COMMON- 
PLACE CONCEPTIONS. 


“THAT A WATCHED POT NEVER BOILS.” 


Tue first point in the research was to determine whether a 
watched pot ever does boil under the influence of the naked 


eye. 

Following the example of another well-known physicist 
(need I mention Rayteicn by name?) I made use of simple 
apparatus composed of common utensils. 

r placed an ordinary kitchen saucepan containing 5 litres 
of water at 15°00° C. above a gas burner and noted the time 
taken to reach 100° C. when ebullition should set in. 

I watched the pot intently, and at the end of 18 mins. 48secs. 
was astonished to see the water boil. 

I then consid the possibility of time aberration due to 
various kinds of watching. I tabulate the time taken for 
boiling in each case. 


MANNER OF WATOHING. TIME TILL EBULLITION. 


DRNGEEY, neredeudeonsndtiomnecesscceee - 18 mins. 48 secs. 
From concealed position ......... Sea oe 
From tail of eye........ccccccsesees 2S A Sw 


The remarkable agreement of these times shows that the 
manner of watching is of no uence. 

I next determined the effects of different kinds of sight on 
the phenomenon. Dealing first with defective sight the 
following results were obtained, other conditions being the 
same as before: 


Kinp OF SIGHT. EXPERIMENTER. TIME TILL EBULLITION. 
LORE coscecess T. Bowne, Esq., R.N. 18 mins. 48 secs, 
Short ......... Myorrus Barwactz, Esq. 18 ,, 48 ,, 

angle of 30°) 
Squint ...... { a) ae Bb, Bsa 
” ” 60° 


The next kinds of sight, though abnormal, cannot be 
described as defective. 


Kinp OF SIGHT. EXPERIMENTER. TIME TILL EBULLITION, 
Double sight ... Tavise M‘Tavisn, Esq. ... 18 mins. 48 secs. 
Far sight......... Woripiy Wiseman, Esq... 18 , 48 ,, 
Sight taken by gutter urchin, one hand ... 18 , 48 ,, 
a i. i. a »  twohands... 18 , 48 ,, 


These results, which are extremely concordant, show 
definitely that a watched pot boils under all ordinary con- 
ditions in contradiction to popular ideas on this subject. 

It is my duty to thank tlemen mentioned in this 
paper for the kind assistance they have afforded me in the 
experiments recorded. 4 





Style in the Provinces. . 
“Wuew accused called he was well-dressed. He wore 
silk hat and leather leggings.’ —Newcastle Evening Chronicle. 












































Fesrvary 6, 1907.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 








TO THE AMERICAN GIRLS. 


My loves (to use a hackneyed phrase), 
Whose charm provoked an instant 
passion 
In one who ever spent his days, 
And not a little ready cash on 
The tribute proper to the sole address 
Of loveliness ; 


Whose arts inspired an‘tasy flame, 
And primed a chest with mild elation, 
When Tueopore (my Christian name) 
Oozed from the western railway station, 
And lightly boarding the electric car, 
Said “ Here we are!” — 


There be poor fools, who hardly dare 
To praise the form that Beauty graces ; 
Not so this bard, who, though his hair 
Has ceased to sprout except in places, 
Still perpetrates the stickier kinds of 
rhyme, 
From time to time. 


O sweet, as to the female breast, 
The charms of cheap but transient 
blouses ; 
As to the soul with drought oppressed 
The dream of imminent carouses ; 
Sweet, as a crevice in the explorer’s pants, 
To hungry ants ; 


So sweet they loomed upon my sight, 
Your easy ways, your natty figure, 

Your sweet insouciance ; I was quite 
(To turn a phrase) a finished nigger, 

Ere I could mutter, Take, O take, 1 pray, 
Those lips away. 


Mesdames, although ’twere hard to say 
Of what rare charms the mistress 
each is 
Speaking collectively, I may 
Refer to you as “ perfect peaches,” 
Whereon this love-bird pines (my heart, 
be still) 
To whet his bill. 


It’s not your flow of pretty talk 
That stamps you as the queen of 
creatures, 
Not that you wear the Gibson walk 
And cultivate retroussé features, 
It is—why blow me (as the saying goes) 
If Taro knows! 


It’s not the intellectual range 
That leaves a paralysing frost on 
The conversational small change 
Of the inhabitants of Boston ; 
Not that you look divine (as rumour 
states) 
On roller skates. 


It is—but there! I’d hate to tell 

By what mysterious arts you tame us, 
Not mine to probe the secret spell 

That ever made you justly famous 
For mopping up with sedulous agility 
Our young nobility. 
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“LET AULD ACQUAINTANCE BE FORGOT.” 


Solicitor (making a concession to his client in the matter of charges). “ WEEL, Sanpy, SEEING 
I KENT YOUR FAETHER, I’LL MAKE IT SAX GUINEAS.” 
Sandy. “Guip sake, MON! I’M GLAD YE DIDNA KEN GRANDFAETHER!” 








Let others solve the point. Be mine 
The poet ’s more distracting pleasures. 
Of California’s maids divine 
To sing the praise in artless measures, 
Shall be the task of my declining years, 
My pretty dears. ALGOL. 





IRISH LIVE STOCK. 


The Irish Times, under the heading 
of “Live Stock,” prints the following 
advertisements : — 

“ Good Donkey for Sale, or in part exchange 
for Pony, 12 hands. — Briarly, Dundrum, 
Dublin.” 

“ Half Swiss Goat, very good, 30s.—Address, 
K. 742 this office.” 

It will be observed that in the first of 
these advertisements it @ not stated 
which part of the donkey is for exchange : 
presumably the ears and the bray. 

As to the Half Swiss goat, we are 
puzzled to know how it is purchasable 
at 30s. as “ Live Stock.” Possibly, how- 
ever, the advertisement will be satisfac- 


torily answered by the Connaughtman 
of whom it is recorded :— 


“] wakes myself up in the mornin’ 
Wid a cannon I brought from the East, 
Then I kills half a cow for my breakfast, 
Before milkin’ the rest of the baste, 
Lest the crayture should go to waste.” 





“ We fear that the public for such a work as 
Die Verkaufte Braut is no more numerous than 
was that which neglected The Barber of Bagdad 
last summer and ignored Don Pasquale when 
the Grand Opera Syndicate gave its monthly 
revival.”—The Daily Telegraph. 

We fancy that the public which 
ignored Don Pasquale was more nume- 
rous than The Daily Teiegraph thinks. 
Quite a lot of Philistines in Haggerston 
had never even heard of the thing. 





New Name ror THe Sraixma Musio- 
Hatt Arristes.—The Scala-wags. 
Motto for the Scala audience: “The 





Pleasure we delight in physics Payne.” 


























Village Dame. “An, I Do THINK AS GENTLEFOLK DON'T KNOW WHAT TROUBLE BE. 


wth 

’ HH {) i 
H| | i 
Ae Ht W Wildl 


A FALSE ALARM. 
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THERE ’S MY. DARTER NOW, JUST LOST THE LAST OWE 


0’ SEVEN, SHE ‘AVE, AFTER ALL THE TROUBLE SHE’VE TOOK WI’ ’EM, FEEDING "EM ON THE BEST. But 'TWERE NO USE; THEY'VE A’ DIED ONE 


AFTER T’ OTHER.” 


Squire. “Dear, pear! I’D NO IDEA YOUR DAUGHTER HAD HAD SO MANY CHILDREN.” 


Dame. “Curdren! I Be Tacxm’ o’ Pics!” 





== 





THE FRUITOCRATS. 


[A food-crank has recently announced that 
fruit will soon be the sole article of diet among 
cultured people, meat being relegated to “ the 
lower classes and persons of unimaginative 
mind.”’] 

Lone before the craft of canners 

Had preserved the ox from fate, 
Parties with superior manners 

Fed on beef and wild boar’s pate: 

As for Hopes (and here the feudal 

System showed its latent flaw), 
Reckoned as a hopeless noodle, 

Nuts sufficed to stay his jaw. 


Culture changes with the period, 
Yet we hardly dreamed her old 
Gastronomical criteria ’d 
Set in so severe a mould: 
Now, it seems, while ploughmen’s revels 
Last until the tension hurts, 
Fashion’s more exclusive levels 
Live upon their bare desserts. 


When the fires of day, that dabble 
Ether’s dome with sanguine smears, 
Herald bacon for the rabble, 
Such is not the case with peers: 


—- 





These their undisputed wit owe 
To the fact that peach and plum 

Break their morning fast, and ditto 
Turn up stewed for prandium. 


Authors and divines, whose fancies 
Bid them browse on Ceres’ boons, 
See in nutsliells new romances, 
Sermons in the stones of prunes : 
Thus their genii indulging 
They despise the plebs, who show 
Less concern for cranial bulging 
Than to cram the void below. 


As for us, no claim to learning, 
No regard for rank, can stem 

Floods of proletariat yearning 
Timed to surge at 1 P.M. : 

Though it prove a loutish station 
And incompetence to crop 

Fruits of fine imagination— 
Waiter, fetch that mutton-chop ! 

+ 








Invaluable for Flat Dwellers. 
From a Sale Advertisement :— 


“Pianos may be had on Mr, A ——’s New 
Hire Purchase Principle, in which is included 
a free insurance on the life of the hirer.” 





Tue latest thing to avoid is the wool- 
flock bed. .According to The Lancet, 
the flock of four of them was examined 
by two experts, and found to contain 
respectively 3, 103, 4, and 22 million 
organisms per gramme. We under- 
stand that the Back to the Land .movye- 
ment is making great progress among 
several of the organisms in the fourth 
flock, who speak in glowing terms 
of the unused open spaces that one 
comes across m almost every gramme of 
the first bed. 





Mr. Punch apologizes to his readers 
for his inability to present them with 
smudgy photegraphs of Mr. Herpert 
Guapstove and the Editor of The Daily 
Mail, in this week’s number. Mr. Giap- 
STONE, it will be remembered, has not yet 
received an apology from the Editor of 
The Mail for the campaign of vitupera- 
tion which that paper carried on against 
him at the time of the D’AncELy case. It 
would have been interesting at this 
moment ‘to have been able to compare 
the features of the two gentlemen. 
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SOCIALISM UNDER HATCHES. 


Carrarms Vow Burtow. “WE ’VE SETTLED THE MUTINEERS, SIR!” 
Apmimat Honenzottern. “GOOD! THEN NOW WE CAN GO FULL SPEED AHEAD!” 
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OUR ARTIST IN SCOTLAND. 






THE AWFUL RESULT OF HIS VERY FIRST ATTEMPT TO BECOME A CURLER. 








‘A FIRST IN MAUDES. 


No one wishes success to Mr. Cyrit 
Mavpe more heartily than I, and I was 
quite delighted to sit in the most comfy 
stall I have ever sat in—on the first night 
of “ The Playhouse.” 

I was, however, just the least little bit 
in the world dubious about my ability 
to keep my good wishes and heartiness 
as active as I should wish for four 
hours or so, which I reckoned would 
be the period of their exercise, since 
the ordinary bill of the evening was 
to be supplemented by the National 
Anthem, an address written by Mr. 
Saaw—who is not apt to be as brief as 
he is witty—a duologue by Mr. and 
Mrs. Bourcuter, and something unspeci- 
fied from Mr. Tree. One grows older 
and a slave to habit, and although 
dining an hour before the usual time 
with no chance of supper is a trifle 
when duty calls, I was not absolutely 
certain that it might not chill, ever so 
slightly, the spirit of jollity, Mr. Maupe 
said himself, in the course of his comic 
speech, that he was not dying to play 
Toddles, could in fact omit Toddles if it 
interfered with the said speech, and 
I rather wish he had omitted it. I fear 


I debated with myself the propriety of 
singing the National Anthem at home 





while I dressed, and arriving a bit late. 
But then the next item might not be 
Toddles but Saaw, and one doesn’t hear 
Madame Ciara Burr sing the National 
Anthem every day in the week. 

So I went in good time and was glad. 
She was in splendid voice, and sang 
with a fervour that did one good. 
Then followed The Drums of Oude, a 
weird little play of the Indian Mutiny, 
which would, I think, have been weirder 
still if the English officers had been 
made a little less conscious of the 
theatrical possibilities of their situation. 
And then rather a weird thing happened 
to me. I was given an envelope, within 
which was—a bribe? banknotes? 
chicken-sandwiches? No—a list of the 
aristocratic and distinguished people 
present. Why I was given this list I do 
not pretend to know. Was it to bid me 
mind my manners and behave nicely in 
such company? To make me humble 
and reverent, or to bless the fate which 
had preserved me for such a splendid 
association? I suppose the intention was 
kind, but I felt quite abashed, until my 
self-respect was restored by remarking 
that I knew better than the writer how to 
spell some of the names in question. 

Mr. Saaw’s “address” came next. It 
turned out to be a piece of rather child- 
ish but very genial drollery, Mr. Saaw 





for onee sinking the wit in the kind- 
hearted romp, so to say. It must have 
been rather a difficult thing for Mr. and 
Mrs. Maupe to do, since they had to 
exaggerate a pretended nervousness— 
Mrs. Mauve apelogising for “ Cyrm” and 
so forth—while all the time, given such 
a sympathetic occasion, they can hardly 
have helped feeling nervous in reality. 
They did it delightfully. Then Toddles. 
On the opening of a fine new theatre 
with such a good-old-English-sounding 
name as “The Playhouse,” after the 
National Anthem I should have thought 
something other than an adaptation of a 
second-rate French farce would have 
been appropriate—but I will not stray 
into criticism. It was finely acted, and 
Mr. and Mrs. Bourcater and Mr. Tree 
were all that could be wished afterwards. 
And so, still well-wishing and hearty, 
one went away. 

A word about the theatre itself. Mr, 
Dermar Brow has built Mr. Mauve a very 
pretty and sensibly arranged house. The 
floor is all stalls, the widest and most 
comfortable I have occupied, as I said, 
except ina cathedral. Isat in one where 
normally the pit would have been, and 
was quite happy. Still, the stage did 
seem @ little distant. But the av 
playgoer, I hope, is not a grumbling old 
thing like Rug. 
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HENRY’S IDEA eithe r to give PETE! a mse else to the Syndicate as the book began to 
( ne | K > ‘ kick him out Even Perer couldn't risk] grow; in fact I should regard the whole 
I) i} | ’ Hy , ked leaving an alternative like that in the thing asa compromise rather. I mean 
' , at ked it ry hands of an employer called Surmn. that [ should doubt if the four of them 
‘ est! | la long Besides, no man would go about] were ever in perfect agreement as to 
Delors repl asking t public t il him by his] any whole chapter. 
Not well gh to call him Pr Christian name, and te Mi g the public = Now and then, though, one comes 
| 1 at le necdotes of his boyhood. But it ’s just |: across, a paragraph which seems as 
Well. it in amazing thing.” said! exactly what a Syndicate would do. Half| though it may well represent the views 
Henry You ret fourth person L’ve! thr ecess of the St. James’s Restaurant | of them all. Take this for instanc: 
isked \ | ire I ibman,awaiter,| was di t the fact that it could be about Hau CAINE : 
ind ‘  - iphazard among | referred to knowingly as ‘Jimmy’s.’ ‘They did not see that behind the piercing 
professions, searching for friends And in the same way Perer Keary, Ltd.,| eyes a mass of human machinery could puls 
Pen nd has much more chance of selling the} @ | throb, and set tears or laughte “ Sowing : 
Perhaps if ntioned his other | firm's books if it can be known and loved | ippling in a the world a printed 
f in a million homes as Perer. . : ee eee y 
H other 2 Oh, well, it’s My idea is that Lord Norrncurre| “ ! defy you to say whether it was thi 
Keary, if 1 want to know. But we] planned the book, and Mrs. Se:cen| proprietor of The Daily Mail, the lit eri 
lways think of him as Perer. He! actually wrote it; while Lord Avesury| 2@turalist, the home physician, or the 
practically ks us toon page 5. Igo ,and Mr. Asnron put in bits about brother coiffeur who inspired that. 
hout saving to myself, ‘Would Perer| books and music, and so on. For “Of course the book will sell. There 
like this, and kd Pen | instance, on pi 101 there is a cliapter) “Te ae ts of people in the world 
I made one laat effort lon The F my of Genius, which points! who like to be taken in hand and shouted 
Who is he. and what’s the book ?” out, among other things, that *Men-|] at. They will read the book, and they 
Henry took up a paper-covered volume, | DELSSONN never cared ‘seg for the will write to thank my dear Pr ER. And 
d began t irn the pages pleasures of the table,’ but could ‘ live] $0, 1 there really is a paper called Smith 6 
You’! dull he said |) for a week ona sausage and a loaf of Weekly and an editor of it called Keary 
lon’t th Pp) ould like you at all. | hi Ni, ‘t is absurd to believe| that gentleman will be put to a lot ol 
The book called Get on ov Get out. and ve it on Sil gle man writing on the trouble to explain about the Syndicat 
per lly [1 t by mistake, thinking | secrets of success would introduce pad- which is using his name. He will have 
t might have a word or two by Jessop} ding of that kind; but one can casily|@ right to feel annoyed with Lord Norv 
in it. Dut a atter of fact it has! picture Mr. Astron, when one had} cLiree, Lord Avencry, Mr. Astron, and 
thing to do with cricket at all. It’s} been let into the Syndicate, insisting on| Mrs. Serge. He might almost bring an 
ill about succes life; and what I} contributing his proper, if irrelevant,|®chon . . 
want to kn Who is Perer that he'share to the wit and wisdom that were 
should talk ? flowing around. Again we are told that THE FOUNTAIN PEN. 
You remember how I have always|‘ Drypen in his sixty-eighth year com-| ‘ris is the tale of what Gwex did. 
said that Mr. Hoorer was not a real|/menced the translation of the Iliad, _ ge 
—e Of how half-a-crown she expended 
person it all, but just the embodiment | his most ] leasing production. Lor Not far from the creat church that Wren 
of an idea? Well, I’m beginning to! Norrucuirre alone would never have . a 
think that it must be something the | made such a fact public; but with Lord] yw did, ; , ‘ 
eg meng fo wat pier at gt sai Where her week's shopping Gwen now 
same with Perer. I fancy Perer will] Averury joining the board after allot- oadt Guan did 
turn out to be a syndicate; and asyndi-| ment, who can wonder that literary criti- et ery 


cate formed by four persons who really 
can talk aby These 


ut success. » of course. 


ire Mrs. Seicet, Lord Avesury, Lord 
Nortucurre, and Mr. Atcerxon Asuton ; 
and I do think that, when four people 
like that pet toget! er and write a really | 


uuld stand 
ind listen to what 


helpful book, one sh 
fully by 


any 


eee 
they have t 


UNCH, 
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| cism came into its own again ? 
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;even so 
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i which to describe 


OR THE LONDON “CHAR 


He 


that he was in h n 


However, 
and notwithstanding the inclu 
sion of Guy Boornpy in the Index under 


Great Men of Literature) AveBuRY must 
feel a pang of jealousy now and then 
that Asurox was given four pages in 


the Boyhood of Creat 
Musicians, 


“If you look in the Index again you 


You see, it is obvious that if there| will see that most space is given to 
really were such a person as Prrer| NAPOLEON, and on the very first page 
Keary we should have > heard of him by | you are told that ‘ Little NaroLrons sit in 
this time. Masr om nobody takes | the same office with you and shake hands 
any notice of) says that there is such a] with you. That (with the title ‘Get 
man, and that he’s by way of being|on or Get out’) gives the clue to the 
Editor of Smith's Weekly. Of course [| mind which planned the whole work. 


feel sure that that’s a splendidly suc- 
cessful thing to be; but I don’t think a 
man in that position would dare to write 
as Perer has. 

For instance 2 he 
get on or you will get out. If vou 
have not earned more this year than last 
it stands to reason you have not got on.’ 


,on page says, ‘ 


must 


| 
Now what | mean 1s that that would be | 


awkward reading for Swirn. 


BUC h j lly 


| With regard to the 


hand which wrote 


it, this is, as I said, Mrs. Setcet’s. 
| There is no mistaking the style. All 


| through the book I was looking anxiously 


You | for the advertisement part at the end ; 


and it was rather a shock when | 
realised that there were going to be 


no pains and dizziness that journey 
after all. 


“Of there have been 


course must 
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ur bound! great discussion among the members of 








With a friend 
friend did), 
In that shop was a pen which pretended 
But it hurts me to tell what that pen did, 
Though at first I considered it splendid, 
And wondered why all other men did 
Not use one of don’t be offended, 
This is not an advertisement—(when did 
You ever find I’d condescended 
To advertise things that are vended ?) 
My motives you 've misapprehended 
And my story you so have extended . . . 
That J think it was time it was 
ended ! Ep. ) 


L don’t know what the 





‘For Sar, a good doctor's Half-Brougham 
T. P’s Weekly 
THe great point for the would - be 
purchaser to decide is whether the half- 
brougham of a good doctor is more 
useful than the whole brougham of a 
bad doctor. 


Succestep title for the discussion on 
the Channel Tunnel question :—‘ The 
Great Bore War.” 


























% 












wh ee 











Arcata. « 











Fesrvary 6, 1907.] 


A SECOND CHAMBER OF HORRORS. 

lune suggestion of Dr. A. R. Wautace 
[he Fortnightly Review that in a 
rmed House of Lords room should 
found for a number of eminent 

ters has created an extremely favour 
impression in Fleet Street, as the 
ving letters abundantly show : 


earn Sur,—I think it will be generally 
mitted that if the principle embodied 
Dr. Wattace’s striking article is 
ried into practice, one writer, and one 
should have an ex officio claim to 
at in the House of Lords—the Poet 
reate. In support of this view there 
surely no reason why I should not 
te some chaste yet impassioned lines 
ch appeared many years ago in the 
es of The National Review: 
llappy, thrice happy, is that State 
\\ herein the Bard, arrayed in ermine, 
Should, in the 
lor ever and all time determine 
Why is the Pyrus called Japonica 
Pel ved by the divine Veronica. 


councils of the Great, 


Sir, with profound respect, 
Your obedient humble servant, 


A. A. 


It may interest you to hear 
the Committee of the Eumenides 
Club —which has recently been founded 

purpose of furthering the cause 

leminism—has agreed on putting 
rward the following list as represent- 
g the eight women who most deserve 
rages in their own right : 

Joun Srrance WINTER. 

Mrs. Humpury Warp. 

Miss Marie Lioyp. 

Miss CurisTaBEL PAaNKHuRST. 

Mrs. ALec TWEEDIE. 

Mrs. ZANcIG. 

Miss BiLLincton. 

Madame Ciara Bott. 

Faithfully yours, 
Saran Birrwuistie, Hon. Sec. 


Dear Sir, 


Dear Sir,—All will depend on what 
meant by a “man of letters.” Per- 
nally | have no doubt whatever that 
epistolary form, especially when 
idressed to the public prints, is the 
shest expression of the human intel- 
Unfortunately I understand that 

e is already a Lord Asnton in the 
ise of Lords. Viscount Wokrya, 
wever, has a euphonious ring about it. 

Faithfully yours, A A’, 

Dr. Wattace’s scheme for 
representation of literature in a 
ised House of Lords is excellent so 
as it goes. But the process of 
ction cannot be entrusted to an 
ficial or a restricted electorate. In 
‘emocratic age like ours there is only 

ne test of merit—that of circulation. 
Applying this criterion I find that the 
“ditors of Bradshaw and Whitaker's 
Atmanack, Mr. Hatt Cate and Mr. 


Dear Sir. 


PUNCH, 
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TAKING THE LIMELIGHT AT WESTMINSTER; 


or, THE Latest Taina 1s Ministerial 


Signorinas Macnamara and McKenna “ take the Boards” 
Proloaged applause from their many admirers 


joard and Education Board respectively). 





Conypukes, 


simultaneously (Loca Government 








Hockine are certain of their elevation. 
The arguments by which it is sought to 
push the claims of Mr. Grorce Mereprn, 
Mr. Tuomas Harpy, Mr. Swixsurne and 
Mr. Joux Morey are not worth the 
considerious consideration of 
Yours faithfully, 
Tue MAN IN THE STREET. 


Dear Sir,—You may be glad to hear 
that the result of the plébiscite of the 
readers of 7’. P.’s Weekly has placed the 
Editor easily at the head of the list of 
literary men whom it is desirable to 
elevate to the House of Lords, Mr. 
Wituiasm Le Quevx being a bad second, 
closely pressed by Mr. Max Pemberton 
and Jerome K. Jerome. When the 
necessary legal formalities have been 
carried out, [ have good authority for 
stating that Mr. T. P. O’Conyor will take 
the title of Lord Stewrner of Blarney, 
and Mr. Max Pemperton that of Lord 
Cassettposse. Yours faithfully, 





The Hibernian Touch. 
“Owrna to the severe frost, all the 
Rugby matches were postponed in 
England, Scotland and Wales on Satur 
day, with the exception of the last Irish 
International trial game at Dublin.” 
The Daily Telegraph. 
The days at which Gillingham Town 
Council dust carts call at various streets 
have been notified by the Town Clerk 
as follows: 
“Own Tuespay, Tuurspay, aNd SaTurpay 
in the forenoon 
Except Good Friday, Whit Monday, August 
Jank Holiday, and Christmas Day).’ 








The coming L.C.C. Election. 

WE understand that Mr. Grorce ALex- 
anper, though standiag as a Municipal 
Reformer, is in favour of extending the 
tram system down St. James's Street. If 
this is true, Mr. Cyru Mavupe will feel 
compelled to withdraw his support from 


Munco A. Pare. ‘his brother manager’s candidature. 
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THE AMATEUR MOTOR-BUILDER. 


luis is a story in secti 


thie As ; 
ira ‘ ion 























y ucan please your 





u bear it 


h ind 


elf whether 
On the other 





ew 


in mind or not 
neither Barre..’s 





















treated him 
(CHARLES might have been 
retained permanently in the Bank build- 
ings the Bank recompensing itself for 
ill we care) by 


in Cwarves’s nature and 






ccorauing ly 







weekly a 
ubstantial sum from CHares’s salary as 
1 nominal ch irge for CHARLES’s lodging 


abstracting 









We think that we are. 
The Third Section 

There rse to follow. The 

Mi once merely careless 

neglige nt rhe 


them, | uid 


at this point ? 







was W Bank, 
became criminally 
clerks, CHARLES with 
a week's salary and 
ejected at one o'clock on Saturdays 
Anyone but a firm of bankers would 
have foreseen the results of such conduet 
CHARLI spent his spare time in the 
designing of, and 
materials for, a 







were 











his salary on the 
motor. And observe 
Where design ends, manufacture begins 







Gather what information you can from 





that and come along to the next section 
a 
The Fifth Section. 


Do you want the fourth section? 






You 





shall have it in a moment. 





The car, when finished, was of doubt- 
ful speed and obviously unfitted 









ns and this is | 


het mu ty mistake ib ut what 

ire going t (HARLES was not a 
notorist \part from i slight acquaint 

; nee with the Vanguar 1 No. 6 Service 

: he was in no way connected with motors 
He neither made, designed, sold, cleaned 


painted nor repainted motor-cars. He did 
t even write the advertisements for 
the retailers of motor g goles or other 
wcessories. At whatever personal in 
convenience t elf it must be borne 
rind that Cat was not a motorist. 
All companies, firms or persons that 
profess to manufacture motors keep a 
; ll staff to invent and a large staff 
to execute motors. The production of 
tors is the appointed task of these 
em] lovees, and, if they are satisfactory | 
employe they do produce motors. We 


: nor any other Bank employs its clerks 
to invent or execute motors. The work 
! the Bank cl rk 8 to bank. There Is 
no obligation on him, express orimy lied, | 
is to produce or assist in producing motors 
W] then did Cartes, a clerk in 
Bartell ispure io fashion a motor ? 
: The second Se tion 
Bartell’s Bank was much to blame in 
| the matter It is the repre hensible 
i] : habit of this firm to turn its clerks loose 
upon the world at four clock in the 
: ilternoon he Lax il Manager should 
t least have noticed a « rooked tendency 


\re we justified in ending our section | 


for | remaining twelve you must take my word. 
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marine work. Nevertheless CHARLES 
| hristened it The Ocean Gre yhound. 
| “CHARLES,” we “the 
| ~ 
labsurd 

' Pe issibly ” he answere d. This shows 
you how obstinate CHARLES was. 


There being, as I have said, nineteen 
courses open to that hen, that hen took 
the twentieth.” 

This is the post eript elicited by the ques 
tion that we (who know CHARLES put. 
“Ah, the handle By a remarkable and 

unfortunate coincidence, the handle had 

but a moment before become detached, 


said, hame is 





The Fourth Section by reque st ). 
“The manner of its 
plained CHARLES, “is as follows, that is | and at the time lay loose in my hand 
to say Clad in innumerable furs and | Che last section and the main narra 
surrounded with the necessary hauteur | tive end there, i.e. at “ hand. But 


working.” ex 


de motor you place yourself in the seat there remains this to be said. CHARLES 
confronted with the handle. Non j and ourse lve S had the hen for lunch. 
chalantly (.e. ‘with a reckless smile’ | “ One hundred and seventy-six pounds, 
you grasp the handle and, when | two shillings and threepence 1 reckon 
wish to start, you pull the same. If the} this bird has cost me,” said CHARLES. 
car does not start (give it a minute or | “It is eating,” we answered 
two to make up its mind) you pull the|” but seems hardly worth the money. 
handle again. If the car does not start 
then, you decide that after all to-morrow 
|would be more convenient 


you 


nice 








LOOK ON THIS PICTURE. 
O Eyouisu girl, divine, demure 
As Mr. Donson somewhere calls you), 
For whose sweet smiles and glances pure 
The amorous youths, beneath your 
thrall, sue, 
You say that Chivalry is dead, 
And that loathe 
wooing, 
And fondly ask what cause has led 


| “Once started, sooner or later you will 
|want to stop. There is a strong possi- 

bility of your doing so if you push the 
lhandle (there is only one handle). If 
ithe handle has been pushed as far as it 
| will go and still the car does not stop, 


| you trust that the engines will have the you our ways of 


good sense to stop of their own accord. 
i ( Itherw ise you go on. 
| 


he ‘In the matter of direction, to go To our deplorable undoing. 

forwards you raise the handle; to go 

backwards you depress the handle.|1 answer: In the good old days 

|}Only crabs and idiots want to go side Our brave gallants would  thrum 
ways, and this car is designed neither for upon a 


crabs nor for idiots. Finally, if you 


|want to remain as you are, you leave the 


Guitar, and sing their ladies’ praise, 
Just as a Spaniard lauds his Donna; 

handle severely alone.” In ringing tones those courtly men 
Shall we now go on to the sixth 

section or would you prefer to sit it out ? 


Would plead the old, ecstatic passion, 
But oh, we lost our manners when 


The serenade went out of fashion. 


The Sixth Si ction. 
“No, CHARLES,” we “We have 
|every confidence im you and are convinced 
lof the safety of your car, but yet, such an 
illogical thing is the human disposition, 
we shall not be there.” 
We were not there. That is a most 
important fact and must not be forgotten. 
Repeat it over and over again to your- 
| self, thus We were not there. We 
| were not there. We, ete. 
Was Cuartes there? CHARLES 
there. Were we there? We 
there. Therefore 





How sweet it must have been when she 
You madly loved, unbarred the shutter, 
| And wakened by your upper G, 
Looked out and let her ’kerchief flutter; 
Conceive the scene: the window-sill ; 
A delicately-rounded elbow : 
The dainty face ; the eyes that thrill ; 
Below her, an immensely swell beau. 


said, 


And then, beneath the evening star, 
To praise her lips, her eyes, her bright 
hair, 
And gladly suffer the catarrh 
Brought on by singing in the night air! 


was 
were not 





nm: ° ’ But, PuHyiiis, nowadays I fear, 
This is CHares’s account of what a> . ; 
? hat were there but the mildest May 
happened, | 
, . aie ; dew, 
* De mortutr: l si be ‘ ’ - 
- mortuis ni - - b gg 18 aN) You 'd find no modern cavalier 
exceLlient maxim, oO which no one | Would risk a chill to serenade you. 
approves more thoroughly than I. Still, i. 


it was the Hen’s fault. There were} Perchance, once more the Golden Age 
nineteen courses open to that hen, any May come, and that on which my 
one of which would both | heart ’s set 

herself and the car. The first was to} Will be the fashionable rage 

turn to the right; the second, to turn to With those whoconstitute the Smart Set. 
ithe left; the third, to remain where she | Till then the old Gregorian chant 

was. ‘The fourth, fifth, sixth and seventh Will still sum up our foppish danglers, 
will at once occur to you, and for the} (I'll give its modern Variant), 





have saved 





Alas! not Angels these but Anglers! 








as wear 
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“ConrounD you Boys! 
=i 


“WE'VE JUST RUNG ONE 


ZESOP ON TOUR. 

THERE was once a Second Act whereof the Scene was a 
Howling Wilderness, in which the Huroine and her Blind 
Father were painfully pottering about without even Hats 
ipon their devoted Heads; for the Villain, when he fore- 
closed the Mortgage on the pretty Cottage with the Wicket 
Giate where they had resided in Act One, had sold everything 
by Auction. The last few thousand miles had been a little 
too much for the Heroine, and, dropping her Heavy Father 
upon a Rock Right of Centre, she picturesquely measured 
ut her Grave upon another one Down Left, just as the Red 
Lime Sunset faded and the Stage became almost completely 
dark. Then the two Lions that lived in the Howling Wilder- 
ness were dimly seen running to and fro, sniffing ominously : 
each Beast with an enormous Tuft tied to the end of his 
fail, so that he looked like part of a Coat of Arms come 
to life. And when the Audience heard the sniffs and saw 
the waving Tufts they shuddered, doubting not that the poor 
Outcasts were about to be eaten up before their very eyes ; 
but just then the Hero, who happened to be taking a 


Walk in the Desert, came along and fought with both Lions | 


at once, making as if to strangle them with their own 
Collars as they leaped fiercely upon him. And after a terrific 
Combat, the Lions lay down Dead at a word, and allowed 
him to place a Virtuous and Victorious Foot upon their pros- 
trate Bodies. The volume of Applause that greeted this 
Tableau was such that, when the Curtain fell, somebody rang 
it up again, supposing a Recall to be demanded ; whereupon 
there was a momentary Apparition of a very merry Heroine 


Iv YOU COME ROUND THE CORNER AT THAT PACE YOU OUGIIT TO RING 





NZ, 
rf 


pi? 
i By 





A BELL.” 










holding out two Dog-Biscuits, and two Lions sitting up in 
front of her, wagging their Tufts prodigiously. 

Moral.--Never see more than you are meant to see 
ean help it. 






if you 









From Cuiworen’s Cuar, by “Grandma,” in The Times of 
Natal : 

“] want you, my dears, to write me a short snake story, something 
and if you can tell me of 







that really happened to someone you know ; 
a child being really bitten I shall be glad to hear about it.” 





Truly it is said that a child’s best friend is his grandma. 







Reading Without Tears. 

“Just after leaving Godolphin vicarage on Thursday, the 
horse Dr. F. Cnowy, of Townsend, was shaking, and was 
able to resume his practice on riding slipped on the frozen 
road and fell, slightly injuring itself. Dr. Cnowy escaped 
with a little Sunday.” — The Cornishman., 











Too Clever by Half. 

Tue remarkable unanimity of really great minds has often 
been noticed. Regard, for instance, these two quotations 
from SHAKSPEARE and The Manchester Guardian respectively : 







“‘ Our indiscretion sometimes serves us well 
When our deep plots dé pall Shakepeare 







“ Special police have been inquiring diligently into the outrages, but 
the culprit has managed to elude them More ordinary police have 
been sent into the district.” —Manchester Guardian. 
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The result of his labour is not so attractive. The reader is, 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. moreover, repelled by a fashion of writing exceedingly 

By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks irritating. Reading the other day Lord Sranmore’s Life of 
‘ Sidney Herbert, 1 thought he attained the maximum of use 

of the odious word “which.” Sir Spencer WaLpoLe, in the 
race for pre-eminence in this respect, is Helipse, the rest being 


led their way through this vale 
ssued yearly volumes of 


some still pursuing the track | f . h | . ° 

sk ic contained an amount of = r ~ In t rs : vx af iF ie t rp in ands: 
‘ ts S ‘ ae ) saving 

» its maes end velsts, |e u with lavish hand. » vary an old aying, if 


‘whichs,” “buts,” and “ands” were pots and pans, Sir 


umber of persons lealt with it is 


(juides. Red Books. and the like Spencer WaLpoLe would leave no playtime for the tinker. 


perhaps the most fascinating - 
be biographies in abundance Andrew Goodfellow (MacMiLtayx) is probably a first essay 

he volume has shed a portion of in novel writing. It is decidedly amateurish. The scene 

which appears in separate form under the title, is laid in the town of Plymouth Dock in the year 1805, when 
Vho Year Bool It contains a multiplicity of NELSON was In his prime. Mrs. WATSON admits that for 
fi rmatior once rning the pe rsonnel of ] ublic historic cle tails she 1s indebted to many books. old and 





orporation modern. These have sup 

‘ommons | & if, plied her with a sufficiently 

1 the alphabetical picturesque background. But 

and counties ’ the figures moving through 

Members follow rx, the story recall in their quality 

ore convenient form 7 ae. f woodenness the structure 

» give the names of . 7 ‘e. f another famous naval per- 
sonage, to wit the little mid 

shipman who served as sign- 

title, red and 4 , J board for the shop door of 

tween . | \\ Capen Cuttle’s friend Sol 

pictured covers, and be . V7 2 RY, Gills. 
\ soldier story from the pen ’ . 


Of Mr. Manvitte Fenn 





ALPHONSE CourRLANDER, when he 

' wrote 

irely was here the very thing ; ae . His latest novel (Uw~wry). 
carry autumn back i ; made, 

Wisely enough, a mental note 
Of certain dicta of his trade : 

As :—Love is blind to coming 


pring 
! will renew my y uth, 


care ; 
» stories | delighted in my 7 \" '  —_ When man is wed his woes 
one uproarious deafen . ‘ \< begin : 
rig : out ; . \\ x None but the brave deserves 
N » gentle converse filled them J . the fair: 
Nothing below a shout ae And likewise, let the best 


man win. 


CE A lle BPD 9 RTE 


But bovs are now, it seems 


ntet semua te the Caunten. “Lae te ee, Dem mee me om aking for plot the recipe 


With far more talk than in- pyey rot ME ABOUT, WITH THE FLOODED RIVER AT THE BoTTom!” I'wo men, one maid a good | 
cident stock line 
\ mixture which, as like as not, He plans, with rustic scenery, 
1 should have banned as “ rot.”’ A fairly passable design : 


Still, Messrs, Cuampens publish it One swain conducts the maid to church, 
- ; ‘ tte And when the other heaves in sight 
ane Seeeinns tong Saat weet te ft; She leaves her husband in the lurch 
——! poe ony demonstrate Which, frankly, serves the fellow right. 
That [am out of date. : = 
The tale, in short, jogs on its way, 
Scenting the finish from afar ; 
Studies in Biography (Fisher Unwin) were originally contri Promising, straight cut, clear as day 
buted by Sir Spencer Watpoie to The Edinburgh Review, The Except in one particular 
Vuarterly, and the now defunct New Review. Reading them It’s called The Sacrifice, and I 
ina portly volume designed for the library, one is not quite Have probed and probed in vain the plot 
vhether they had not better have been left to repose in To find who sacrificed, and why, 
rsof back numbers. Doubtless, when first published Where, how, and when, to whom, and what. 
pos of some book or event of the day, they supplied 
interesting if not inspiriting reading. The setting forth of 
funeral baked meats is a hospitable intent ever prone to create 
melancholy rather than excite appetite. Sir Spencer WALPoLe We gather, from a preliminary puff (or two), that a well- 
Is an ace mplished and esteemed historian. He has at his known writer is bringing out a book entitled Smoke. No 
finger ends all facts pertaining to his topic. Somehow he | doubt it will be issued in volumes. 
does not seem to have any new thing to tell, any fresh light| For immediate publication, a novel of London life, with 
to throw on more or less familiar episodes. He is doubtless | strong realistic interest :—The Blind Bus-Driver : or, Twenty 
more accurate than was Macautay working in a similar field. | Collisions in an Hour. ; 








Literary Notes. 








